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William are enough, to kill Ms mother's contention about his
finer senses.

During the winter of 1869 and the following spring the
Crown Prince and Princess, with the family and Hinzpeter,
lived at the Grande Hotel Me'diterrane'e at Cannes, which
was then a comparatively small, unfashionable spot.
Here, various members of the Royal Family joined them
from time to time, and although routine lessons went on
for the boys, these were in the open air, and it was a
happy and healthful change of conditions. They were
allowed to forget their princely value. On Sundays they
came to service in a big room hired by the German colony,
and everybody chatted freely at the door. Sometimes their
mother took them to attend Mr. Woolneld's English church
as well. Mr. Woolfield, known as the patron of Cannes, used
to ask them to come and play with the English children at his
fine villa.

Even Hinzpeter was human. He allowed them to explore
the luscious orange groves and eat as many oranges as they
wished, even in the public street. But he did insist on
taking them to Toulon to point a useful moral. The great
naval dockyard was a place of sinister reputation, for there
the terrible ' hulks ' provided villainous free labour for the
yards. For the benefit of his charges he talked with glower-
ing, green-capped assassins condemned pour V&terniti, and
the red-capped felons who hoped to return to pillage their
fellow-citizens. He made sure that his pupils understood the
harrowing details of the road to ruin, which the gloating
ruffians invented for a few francs.

Now, let us hear William record a memory of Cannes,
such as only one with a love of beauty and with real artistic
sensibility would recall. ' The amazing flora of the Riviera
seemed to me like a peep into Paradise. The sight of the
cactus, aloes, roses, tuber roses, blooming out of doors the
whole winter long, and in the spring anemones in every
colour of the rainbow, the cork trees and strawberry trees,
the pines and olives, the palms and bananas were marvels
that I could not fathom. Above all, the endless horizon, of